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rose,   and   he   seemed   to   be   entirely,   supremely
happy.
In November, 1865, he was given a daughter, to
be the light and joy of his eyes. He says in a letter
dated 30th Nov., 1865:
The kind interest you have taken in us induces me to
think that you may be glad to hear, that, just before mid-
night on Monday, I was given a daughter—a fair and
gentle child, who has not up to this time uttered a single
peevish sound. As is very natural, I think her one of the
loveliest infants I ever took in my arms. Both child and
mother are going on very well, and the happiness which
the event has brought to my house is indeed a blessing.
The baby's name is to be Morwenna Pauline.
A second daughter was afterwards given to him,
Rosalind; and then a third, who was baptized Juliot,
after a sister of St. Morwenna, who had a cell and
founded a church near Boscastle. The arrival of
these heaven-given treasures, however, filled the old
man's mind with anxiety for the future. The earth
must soon close over him; and he would leave a
widow and three helpless orphans on the world, with-
out being able to make any provision for them. This
prayed on his mind during the last year or two of his
life. It was a cloud which hung over him, and never
was lifted off. As he walked, he moaned to himself.
He saw no possibility of securing them a future of
comfort and a home. He could not shake the thought
off him; it haunted him day and night.
His church also was fallen into a piteous condition
of disrepair: the wooden shingle wherewith he had
roofed it some years before was rotten, and let in the
water in streams. The pillars were green with lichen,
the side of the tower bulged, and discoloured water
oozed forth. A portion of the plaster of the ceiling
fell; storms tore out the glass of his windows.
In 1872 he sent forth the following appeal to all
his friends:

